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yield.  And  in  - deed  it  13  j 
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surely  be  sweeter  to  me 
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(2) 

Let  the  odorous  gale  of  thy  breath 
Embalm  it  with  many  a sigh  ; 

Nay,  let  it  be  wither’d  to  death 

Beneath  the  warm  beam  of  thine  eye 
And  instead  of  the  dew  that  it  bears, 

The  dew  dropping  fresh  from  the  tree, 
On  its  leaves  let  me  number  the  tears, 
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